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with work to do.   He loved the city, the quick warm pulse .
of its life, its myriad contacts, the heat of its summer streets
and the enchantment of its brumous winter dusks.   Leaning
out, he felt a rich satisfaction stirring the upper layers of his
being, but his eyes were hot with unshed tears as he'turned
once more to the room, murmuring angrily: " All this willl
I give thee if thou wilt fall down and worship me."

This was a compact little suite, he saw now. Doors from
his room led to the rooms on either side. He went into them
and noticed with satisfaction that they were smaller than
his. What he was going to do with an " Editor's secretary "
and "Editorial assistants" he was not clear. He supposed
it meant for one thing that letters would now have to be
answered instead of being thrown into the waste-paper
basket, and he thought this an unnecessary elaboration of
his present method, which worked well enough. In a corne?
of his room there was another door which he had not yet
opened. He did so now, and found himself in a small
cabinet with a wash-basin in one corner and a mahogany-
seated water-closet in another. Hereupon, his gravity again,
broke down. "My God!" he cried, "what a thing it is
to be an editor/' He turned a tap and water flowed into*'
the basin. He laved his hands7 dried them roughly on hW
handkerchief, finished them off with rubbings on his trouser-
legs, and then solemnly and ritually stood up to the water-
closet. He pulled the chain, and a daunting roar and swoosh
answered him. It drowned even the cathedral bells. It
sounded as though every wall in the building were packed
with water-pipes, and every pipe was pouring in its con-
tribution to a symphony of roarings, chucklings, gurglings
and rippings of water. Alec listened with satisfaction, turned
and saw Daniel Dunkerley watching him from the middle of
the editor's room. Alec grinned. "The Editor," he said
" is now christened, inducted, installed and invested. And
no one in this building will ever in future need to ask whether
the Editor is In or Out."

A lantern swung from Daniel's hand. The darkness had
deepened and the lantern made a pool of light at Daniel's
feet. He did not take up Alec's freakish remark, but asked
gravely: " Well, Alec, what do you think of it ? Will you
be all right here ? Will you be happy and comfortable ? "

Ah, thought Alec, that is something you're asking now,
my friend ! Happiness ? Comfort ? Perhaps even the over-